CHAPTER VII

OUT OF GREAT TRIBULATION

AT AFIONKARAHISSAR I rested blissfully on the
floor of a bare house, asking for nothing better than to be
allowed to lie still for ever and ever.

On the second day, however, our guards showed signs
of great excitement. They nailed barbed wire round our
windows, watched us anxiously through skylights, counted
us continually, as if uncertain whether two and two made
four.

Presently we learned the meaning of these precautions :
three prisoners had escaped : our captors were locking the
stable door after the steeds had gone.

All the prisoners in Afionkarahissar were marshalled
in the street below our house : Russian, French, British ;
naval, military, civilian ; in odd mixtures of uniform and
bazaar clothes, and some in fancy dress to mark the
occasion; carrying pots, pans, deck chairs, musical
instruments. One of them led a long-dog. Behind them
came three country carts piled high with their possessions.

We were taken downstairs and marched in their com-
pany to the Armenian church at the base of the big rock
that dominates the town, singing the vulgar anthem of
prisoners:

" We won't be bothered (?) about
Wherever we go, we always shout
We're bothered if we'll be bothered about!
We won't be bothered about. ,    ."